256             AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
chief anxiety was not where to lodge for the night. We wondered where Lucas was and whether he had scooped us.
The facts, then hidden from us, were that he had left that day by air, returning to Bari and Rome. Unwittingly the censor had been on our side, holding up all his copy for security reasons. When he arrived back in Italy, however, he and his American companion prevailed upon the censor to release it. So, on the story of the first landing in Greece and the liberation of Patras he beat us by a day. However, our turn was corning in this game of snakes and ladders across the European map.
As last we found a Greek captain of Andartes, wearing a uniform of his own invention and, as usual, dangerously armed. He, and a companion whose face and intentions were concealed behind a luxuriant black beard, proved most helpful. They found us beds in a bare hotel of narrow corridors, tiny rooms and precipitous stairways. The night porter kissed me passionately on the cheek, and then conducted me to a room heavily bug-ridden. S-K, whom I had regarded as a hardened campaigner, proved more sensitive to the bugs than I. He carried out enormous sweeps against them, and, even then, had a sleepless night.
I did nothing but go to sleep. The bugs marched about in their military formations all night and ignored me completely. I did not have a single bite in the morning.
On another occasion, I remember, we were sleeping in a peasant's cottage. I awoke early and noticed that S-K was missing. Somewhat alarmed, I searched about and found him lying on the stone floor of the verandah. I asked him why he had chosen such a hard bed. He stared at me sorrowfully and asked me to follow him. The mattress of his bed was swarming with bugs. So was mine, but, not noticing it, once again I went unbitten. There must be some great medical truth in this experience; perhaps it is connected with resinated wine we had been drinking. But then S-K had taken some, too.those periodical sloughs of doubt and depression, but our loved is the most glorious sensation in this world. It was our fortune to be loved by a V\         r\       rl              »4-         Vi          1-v          1Pl-\ A     f^ A-nm c\ ~r\ n     vt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
